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Well, | had fun with this one. As to how my Metallica boys turned out.. | have no idea. Never done ‘em before. 
But there's a first for everything, right? Anyway, hope you enjoy it. Merry Ficmas! 


"Bloody wanker-piece of-lm gonna kill the idiot who came up with this idea-" Phil stumbled into the room, 
cursing and rubbing his knees with a grimace. 


A slightly childish titter came from the drummer, who was lounging on the arm of one of the couches. He 
glanced over at the guitarist, spinning and throwing a drumstick up in the air without much effort. "What's the 
matter, Phil?" 


"Basket hampers," He barked out, which was funny itself, because Phil wasn't an intimidating type. It was 
mostly fun watching him get pissed off at something. "How the bloody hell do they suppose we play after 
having our legs stuck in these things?" 


Rick smirked at him, still playing with his drumstick. "Well you did, didn't yer?" 


Phil glared at him briefly, then scanned the dressing room in search for a pint. He grumbled something under 
breath and walked over to a small table at the opposite side, helping himself to a bottle of soda. 


Rick's gaze followed the item as he tossed it in the air. "Besides, how do you think Joe fits in there? You can't 
possibly have it worse than him." 


"Yeah, well, whatever." Phil retorted, almost under breath. 


"Where is Joe, anyway?" Rick caught the drumstick and stilled his hand, head turning sideways. He wasn't able 
to look at the guitarist, but seeing him out of the corner of one eye sufficed. 


"Already at the hotel" He tilted his head to look at Rick, body still facing the table. "With James Hetfield” 


Rick twisted his body to glance at the other man, but when Phil returned his attention to the ginger ale in 
front of him, Rick scowled, but kept silent. 


"I stopped by James's earlier." Phil added. "Wanted to ask him about the charity gig and whether he'd talked 
about the possibility with Peter.." He trailed off. 


Rick narrowed his eyes. 
"Are you fishing for something, Phil?" 


"Me? Naw." He waved a hand through the air and walked over to his bandmate, circling the couch and then 
flopping down onto it, half-drained bottle of soda still in his fist. He craned his neck to look at the drummer. 


"I am not falling for that, you know?" Rick warned him, shaking the drumstick and pointing it vaguely at the 


other man. "You and your theories had worn off with me a long time ago." 
"Fine. | didn't say anything anyway." Phil shrugged. "The fact that you assumed something... 
"means that | know you well." 


"Look," He raised both hands, including the one with the bottle. "Nothing. | didn't mean anything. | just saw Joe... 
undressing. In James's room." He dared a glance at the drummer, who gazed at him with a mixture of 
suspicion, curiosity and confusion "| mean.. why would he do that?" He looked at Rick again, blue eyes big and 
round. He took a sip of his ale, scowling slightly. "They sold me something about Joe's loo being out, but.. | don't 


know." 


Rick's gaze searched the other man's features, a small frown settled on his brow. He shook his head briefly. 


"Why didnt you stay at the hotel?" 


"Figured you were all back here, and as it was a five-minute walk.." He trailed off on purpose. 

Rick's scowl stayed in place. 

"Have you considered the fact that Joe's shower might really be out of function?" He shook his head and stood 
up from the arm, sitting down on the couch properly. 

"Wouldn't pass it by him," Phil concluded, eyebrows still high above his innocent blue eyes. 

"Wouldn't pass what by who?" 


Phil dropped the hand holding the drink onto his thigh. 


"Joe" He said with a hint of frustration. "He's... | don't know. | could see it happening. They're both tall, blond and 
dominant. Wouldn't be that far off." 


Rick looked at him as if he'd grown a second nose. 
"To this day, your logic still amazes me, Phil” 

The guitarist threw him a ha-ha glance. 

"Fine. Believe what you want." 


"Tall, blond and authoritative. No, sorry, dominant" Rick said sarcastically, then chuckled. "Do you lie in bed at 
night making this up?" 


"You can sod off now, thank you very much." Phil replied in a dull tone, taking a swig of his ale. 

"Jesus Christ" Rick's expression was a mixture of not knowing whether to break his child's illusions or to keep 
listening to entertain himself. "Even if any of that were true, in some alternate universe of sorts, what kind of 
common ground is being fall and blond" 

The guitarist did have a slightly ridiculous expression on his face at this point. 


"Let it go, Rick, | wasn't serious anyway." 


"But you still think they're shagging.” 


"No. No way." 


Both musicians turned their heads toward the door of the loo. Sav stood there, a towel in his hands and a 


frown on his face. 


Phil wanted to ask ‘what? but bit his lip last moment. He had no idea how long Sav had been standing there. 
"Why not?" He asked instead. 


"Because Joe's not like that” The bassist shook his head stiffly and walked over to the table with drinks, 
resuming the wiping of his hands. When he was finished, he threw it in the general direction of the dirty 


laundry basket in the corner. 


Phil leaned his forearm on the back of the couch. He glanced at Rick before speaking. "I don't know, Sav.. What 
makes you so sure he's not?" 

He watched the bassist allocate the bottles so they sat in order - the fuller ones to the front, the empty 
ones against the wall. He eventually picked up one and turned to look at the guitarist as if he'd just asked why 


rain turned to snow during winter. 


"Have you been present in this band for years or did | mistake you for someone? I've known him longer than 


any of you have anyway." He mumbled and then turned and left the dressing room. 
Phil's mouth closed and his eyebrows made an awkward pattern. He dared a glance at the drummer, whose 
neck was still craned in the direction of where Sav stood moments before. He returned his head in its normal 


position and answered Phil's unspoken question, his hand in the air. 


"Don't know, don't wanna." 


"Thanks for this, again" Joe raised the bundle of his clothes as he left the bathroom, lips crooking at James, 


who lounged on his bed, absentmindedly switching the channels on the big television set in the corner. 

"No problem, man," James replied, scratching his right ear with the opposite hand, head pillowed on his arm. 
"You can complain to Peter if you think it'll lead you anywhere." He smirked and Joe returned the gesture, 
bending to pick up a sock from the floor. 


"Yeah, absolutely. He might even throw in some chocolate for good measure." 


James laughed. "I'm sure he will. Hey, why don't you stick around a bit?" He asked when Joe headed to the door. 


"I got nothing to kill time and you'll need to piss sooner or later anyway." 


Joe grinned at that, and James straightened up in his spot, pulling out a drawer from the nightstand. "Check 
this out." 


He grabbed the only box from the drawer and picked it up for Joe to see. 

"fuente. The best out there." He grinned vibrantly and lifted the transparent lid, offering the container to Joe. 
The other man smirked and nodded his thanks, pulling out an earthy brown cigar and bringing it to his nose. 
"New ones?" 

"Fuck yeah. Got ‘em yesterday. Pays off being a rockstar." He commented sarcastically and then chuckled and 
patted the other side of the double bed, grabbing a silver lighter from the nightstand. Joe dropped the bundle 
of his clothes onto the wooden chair by the door and circled the bed, sitting down as much as the towel 
allowed him. Joe extended the cigar for his host to cut it, then let him light it right after. 


James watched Joe inhale the first lungful and topple back onto the bed with a pounce, satisfaction on his face. 
His arm pillowed behind head and his lips parted to let the smoke out. 


A fuck escaped his lips and James chuckled. 

"Its not that good" 

"Shit" Joe observed the cigar and then tilted his head to look at him, grinning, "It is” 

"You look like you just blew your load" 

Joe laughed hoarsely and drew on the cigar again, watching James hesitate whether to light one himself or not 
"You just ruined it for me.” He said with a childish tone. 'I can't reach that orgasm level.” 


Joe laughed, almost choking on the smoke, and James eventually joined along, lighting one and inhaling its rich 
fumes. 


They let the peace of the moment settle around, just enjoying themselves. 
"Christ, | forgot how good it was. | took one this morning but it gets better every time." 
‘ll bet." Joe commented, eyes on the smoke gathering in the upper parts of the room. 


"This is a great territory opener, doncha think?" James bent one knee sideways on the bed and hunched over, 


hand resting on the calf of the other leg. "Actually, it probably tops everything else." 
"Even kissing?" 


"Fuck yeah." 


He heard the amusement in Joe's voice and unconsciously continued down the same path. 

"When you're trying to kiss someone, there's always that ‘oh what if I get punched in the face” You know?" 
Joe nodded in agreement, drawing on his cigar. 

So." James let out a smoke filled breath. 

"We should use our legs." Joe finished for him. 

"Huh?" 

Joe turned to look at his host and grinned. 

"Legs." He said simply. "You kick someone in the butt, or wherever, and ask ‘em: ‘Hey.. you wanna mate?" 


James chuckled throatily and inhaled another lungful. 
Then he chuckled again. 


"That's a good theory.” 


"Takes out the surprise element," Joe added. “They wanna punch you, you got nothing to lose. It's your leg out 


on the line.” 

James toppled back onto the bed and laughed quietly. 

"Christ." 

Joe glanced at him with a smirk and returned his attention to the smoke above his own face. 
James grabbed a dark glass ashtray from the nightstand and placed it in the middle of the bed. 
"So, you ever got it?" 

"What?" 

"A punch" 

Joe shook the cinders from his cigar into the glass item. 


"No. But got this close. Bartender in Sheffield" He took a lungful of smoke and let it filter out in random shapes. 


"Didn't really fancy ‘er that much but | was lashed and she was the closest." 


James grinned and rolled to his side, resting his weight on one elbow and relieving the cigar with a shake of his 


index finger. 
"Did you nail her eventually?" He asked with a smirk, blond locks falling onto his face. 
Joe's lips puckered in an attempt to hide a smile. 


"Yep. Screamed my name by the end of the night" He smoked for a few moments before adding: "After she 


found out | was in a band." 

James laughed. 

"Saw it coming." 

Joe looked at him with a faux-condescending expression. 
"No you didn't.” 


He straightened up and drew his ass to the head of the bed, pushing the pillow up against the headboard and 


leaning on it. 
"They're all the same, man." 


Joe exhaled with a smirk and leaned over before James brought the ashtray closer, allowing him to leave his 


cigar in it temporarily. He folded his arms over his naked chest. 
"So, do | get to ‘ear your bonding theory?" 


"Oh" James dumped the cinders into the ashtray. "Well, this." He raised the cigar briefly. "The way you dropped 


cooked a few minutes ago. Imagine what it could do to chicks." 

"The way / dropped?" 

"A couple more moments and | could've stuck a fork in you." 

Joe snorted and tilted his head toward James, hands unfolding and clasping on his belly. 
"You'd need a lot more than that, thank you very much." 

James smirked, blowing smoke out the corner of his mouth. 


"Tough nut, huh?" 


"My body is not for sale." Joe commented with fake dignity and the other man laughed. 


"Good to know." 


"What the hell is James Hetfield doing here anyway?" 


Rick turned around from the bar and cast a glance in Sav's direction. He was strumming one of Steve's Les 


Pauls, plucking the strings as if he was trying to tune them all over again. 

"Don't mess that up, he'll unleash Phil on you." 

"Do they have a gig ‘ere or something?" 

Rick stopped sipping his tea and lowered the kettle down. He took a small breath and dropped half a spoon of 
honey into his drink 


He bit his lip before speaking. 


"No, as a matter of fact, James is the only one here. Guess he stopped by" He watched from underneath his 


curls as Sav ruined the F#m chord. 

A small, conclusive smirk curled his lip. 

"Why do you ask?" He said breezily, walking around with a tea mug and sitting down next to the bassist. 
Sav sent him a brief, distrustful glance and continued strumming the guitar. 

"No reason. | just don't see why Peter and Cliff need to have all of their wives at the same place." 

Rick grinned. After a moment or two, Sav stood up and dropped the instrument on the couch. 


"l'm gonna take a walk" 


A cheap minute later, the very same bassist re-entered the lounge-room. 


Rick casually blew into his tea mug, chasing away pockets of hot air. His ears perked up. 


"Hey Sav." 
"So you say James is the only one ‘ere, right?" 


Rick tipped the cup slightly to his mouth, taking a tentative lick before establishing that the temperature was 
to his liking. 


"Technically, he's not here, but at the hotel" 

He took a sip and let out a small, happy exhale at the taste 

He didn't need to turn around to see Sav's expression That made his lips curl. 
"Mind telling me then, who the ‘eck is this lad ‘ere with me?" 


The mug stopped just before reaching the waiting mouth. 


Rick turned around casually, finding himself gazing at a cloud of black curls and a quizzical expression. 
"Oh hello, Kirk." 


"Hey, man" The guitarist said slowly, moving a step away from the door. He scratched the side of his thigh 
and inquired: "What's going on?" 


Rick glanced between the two of his companions. 

"Nothing. As far as | know. What is going on, Sav?" 

Sometimes it was annoying watching the bassist try to juggle between putting on an angry expression and 
keeping a poker face. 

Then, other times, it was fun. 


"Well, you tell me. Tall, leggy blonds with authoritative streaks?" 


"Ha. Phil's definition. Not mine." Rick raised his mug in the air and twisted his body back around, concentration 


again on the tea. 


Kirk sent a crooked eyebrow Sav's way, arms dangling uselessly in an /-dont-know-what-the-fuck-is-up-nor- 


why--am-here way. 
The bassist chewed the inside of his bottom lip, a determined expression on his face. 


He eventually took a balloon of air into his lungs and started toward the door. 


"Come on. I'll tell you on the way." 

Rick watched two curly heads disappear from sight before he placed his mug on the coffee table and circled 
the sofa. His knuckles dabbed on the shower room door. 

".. Yeah?" Came the word muffled through the sound of water hitting the tile. 


"Still interested in pursuing your theory, Phil? ‘Cause | think | found a fellow bettor." 


"| don't" 
"You do. Multiple times." 


"Bollocks." Joe's eyebrows scrunched up as he fought to do another mental check. "I most certainly don't use a 


line ‘fuck me' anywhere... in the entire Def Leppard catalogue." 


"Well." James took the whisky bottle back from Joe, removing a strand of blond hair from his face. "I'm not 
saying that's what you wrote. It just sounds like it" He shrugged, victory written all over his face. 


Joe watched him settle back against the cushions, upper part of his back propped up, but head facing the 
ceiling. He took a swig of alcohol and squinted briefly. 


"Pyromania?" His head turned to Joe for confirmation. "Yeah. That's where | heard it." A finger pointed nowhere 


in particular. "Somewhere on side B. | remember laughing my ass off because it came in such a weird moment 


Joe snatched the bottle back, a frown on his face. 

‘lm gonna have to listen to that record again" 

James grinned vibrantly. 

"So, what's the deal with your two guitarists?" He wiggled his index and middle finger in the air. 


Joe exhaled an alcohol-filled breath, dark eyebrows crooking and a back of a hand flying up to wipe the 


condensation drops from his nose. 
"What do you mean?" 


James took the bottle from him, raising the bottom to find it was nearly empty. He poured the remnants into 
his mouth and then lowered it down by the bed. Twisting his side a bit more, he checked the cabinet. 


He swore when he found it vacant. 
"Guess that's it for now." 


"Or until one of us manages to topple out of this bed and go get more." Joe dropped his head back onto the 
pillows and rubbed his belly. The warmth from the alcohol seemed to be the only thing inside. 


James smirked. 

"Aint gonna be me any time soon" He waved a hand with a sigh and rolled over again, settling on his back 
Joe nodded in agreement, straightening up a bit. His head tilted to the side and he nudged James's shoulder. 
"Hey, you never said if you received a punch." 

One of many smirks appeared on James's face. 

"That's a story for another time." 


"What better time than now? Come on, spill it" Joe waved a hand at him and picked up his cigar from the 
ashtray. He brought it to his lips and drew. 


James opened his mouth briefly, then shut it again with a smirk 

"Um... no." 

Joe observed cinders gathering at the end of his cigar. 

"I don't ‘ave to beat it out of you, do |?" 

James glanced at him, then propped himself up on an elbow. A low, lazy sentence left his lips. 
"I'd love to see you try." 


Joe mimicked his position with a propped up arm. He left the cigar back in the ashtray. 


"You think | can't take you?" 


Worn out, redundant toss of words, but it almost seemed as though if spoken in a slightly different context, it 
had a fresh charm to it. 


James blindly moved the ashtray to the nightstand. His hand came to rest on the only strip of the bed 
between the two of them. A twinkle appeared in his eye. 


"Wanna bet?" 


"Um... dude. That theory's just lame" Kirk commented as they climbed the stairs. "| mean.. following your logic, 
Sav should hook up with Steve." 


Both Phil and Sav sent him a funy gaze. 


"Well, they're roughly the same height, they've both got big blond hair.. they play in the same band" Kirk 


pointed out semi-sarcastically. 
"Exactly." Sav said, seemingly glad someone was backing him up. 
They reached the top of the stairs and Kirk went on. 


"| mean, I'm not saying the two of them aren't having sex, but I'm just saying if those were the reasons, it 


would be fuckin’ lame." Kirk concluded slowly with a crook of his eyebrows. Sav glanced at him in surprise. 
"Wait, Kirk-" 
"Would you stop that gibberish already? We have to stay quiet" Rick admonished in frustration. 


"Well one thing | still don't get, Rick" Sav protested. "Why the ‘ell did you tell me it was James who just 
stopped by when it's clear the entire fuckin’ Metallica is ‘ere, in this very ‘otel?" 


"Sod off, Sav." Phil discarded his question instead of the drummer. "What does it matter, anyway?" 


"Just what the fuck is the big deal with that, James or Metallica?" Kirk asked, probably the third time that 
night. "Wouldn't be the--" 


Its not a big deal; | just want to know why he lied" The bassist interrupted. 
Kirk gave him a curious, stinky glance. "What's it to you, Sav?" 


“Alright, just fuckin’ stop with the questions for once." Rick whispered as they neared James's apartment door. 


Joe's mouth slowly crooked to one side, showing a dimple on his cheek. 

He suddenly gripped the back of James's neck and pulled him forward, plastering a violent, harsh kiss on his 
lips, fingers curling and scratching through the base of blond hair. 

He pulled back just as quickly, nostrils flaring and lips filling with blood, but hand still behind James's neck. 
"Wish we had a bet on this" He said somewhat hoarsely. "I'm not gonna get punched in the face after all." 


James's expression was unfathomable. 


"You ain't gettin’ a punch. But you missed the point." He paused, gaze trailing between the two green orbs. 
"What this proved is that you're cooked" 


Joe didn't have the time for objecting, nor for a smirk of comprehension. James grabbed his throat and pushed 
him backwards, straddling his towel-covered hips and sealing his already swollen lips with a fierce kiss. 


Joe bucked to throw him off but James only released his throat to grab his wrists and pin them above his 
head. He unglued their lips and glanced down at the defiant look in the other singer's eyes. 


He needed this, fuck. 
He needed the dominance. 
He needed to dominate the dominance. 


Joe barely had an inch on him height-wise, and James assumed their strengths roughly matched. It was a 


matter of moments before he was overthrown. 
So he stared. 


Joe looked like he wanted to split his skull in two. He also looked like he wanted to split his ass in two. 


James found it surprisingly arousing. 


A moment later, he was wrestled off and down to the bed, Joe straddling his legs and holding his arms pinned 


out to the sides. 
Joe's towel hunched up in the process. James gasped. 


He could feel the hard heat against his jeans, and it made him grit his teeth and force his arms out of their 
prison. 


But he didn't buck Joe off. He just gazed at him. 


And Joe gazed back His hands came to rest on both sides of the other man's head, hovering above him in a 
split moment of uncertainty. James grabbed his face and roughly sank his teeth into Joe's bottom lip - the 
full, challenging one - and snaked his way into the warm mouth, tongues already fighting for power. 


It was like a boxing match. 


It was like you got to beat someone up to let out your pent-up frustrations, but that someone accepted it. 
Welcomed it, even. And punched back as well as they got. 


It was better than that. 


Joe scooted up James's body, his over-sensitive skin scraping against the worn denim and he breathed out 
through a whimper, eyes glazing over and hands grabbing onto James's hair. 
Agile fingers untied the towel and tore it off Joe's body, throwing it away. Joe straightened and got up from 


James's legs. 


"OFF with that. Now." Rough, morning-like voice commanded and both pieces of clothing soon landed on the floor 
by the bed. 


Joe pounced back on James's naked body like a leopard does a on a gazelle that's about to be eaten, not 


wasting time in waiting for the other man to adjust to the feeling of skin on skin. 


James growled through an exhale, enveloping as much of the warm body on top of him as he could, fingers 
gripping Joe's buttocks and the back of his head, squeezing until he was sure there would be marks the next 
day. 


Warm tongue bathed James's nipples into saliva, drawing each one of them into his mouth, nipping and sucking 


them. 


James grunted. Joe groaned and pressed down, both dicks jumping at the sudden increase in friction. James 
wrapped an arm around the other singer's neck and rolled them over until they were on their sides, legs 


twining and breaths synchronizing. 


‘Shit--" James let out, erection trapped in Joe's hand - squeezed and twisted and milked until he was 
trembling. 


The other man watched him shut his eyes, fighting off the dripping sweat and holding onto Joe's shoulder as 
he fell apart - step by step. 


Then all movement stopped and he was released. 


James gasped, eyes watering and cheeks blazing. 
"You nasty motherfucker." Came a broken sentence and Joe grinned, dragging a hand through the mass of long 
blond hair and admiring it with his gaze. He then leaned in and clasped a patch of soft neck skin with his teeth, 


sucking violently and making James hiss and topple him over onto his back again 


Fuckin’ shit.” He sat on Joe's lap and forced his tongue into his mouth, attacking and battling relentlessly, his 


hips doing a similar persistent movement against Joe's straining erection 


Thick pink rills stayed on James's back in the wake of short nails and he cried out through a moan, snaking a 
hand between their bodies and clasping their cocks in a vice-like grip. 


"Wanker--" 

"Motherfucker--" 

Joe grunted and groaned, fishing out for James's hand and batting it away from their dicks. 

"Too. fuckin'.." 

He didn't get to finish the sentence, because James was already humping against him, the escaped pre-come 
lubricating up their cocks and causing Joe to scrunch up his face in pleasure. One of his hands flew to the 
headboard and the other one to James's neck. 


"Shit-- yeah, yeah, yeah..!" 


A drop of sweat landed on Joe's sternum and James bent to lick it off with a snarl, continuing kissing the 


tanned skin until Joe's hips jerked in pleasure and James's teeth involuntarily clenched. 
Joe groaned. 


James pressed harder. 


The bed creaked weakly. 


Spasms wracked Joe's body as he came with a shout, gripping James's hips and ass. He kept on rubbing up 
against him, trembling whenever the sensitive head of his cock passed through the warm liquid coating their 
skins. It almost felt like every single cell in his balls exploded and released. 


"Fuck, fuck." 


James trembled and pushed once again into the hot mess, climaxing with a long groan and a shudder, forehead 


dropping against Joe's. 

"Motherfucker." 

He collapsed on top of the other man, head nestling against Joe's, legs splayed around Joe's. 
Minutes passed in silence, filled only with unsynchronized breathing and an occasional soft whimper. 
"Get off, James." 

The addressed man grinned weakly and rolled onto his back, eyes briefly closing in exhaustion 

"Told ya you're cooked" 


Joe flipped him off. 


Rick pressed one ear up against the door, gaze trailing off to the side as he strained to hear any sounds. 
"What? What is it?" Kirk asked. 

io 

Rick made a weird expression, one side of his face still glued to the wood. 

"Sounds like Joe's quite grateful for that bathroom." 

There appeared to be a faint blush on the drummer's cheeks. 


"Oh, and Sav? | believe you owe Phil IO quid" 


